CHAPTER 283 


May 23, 2014 


“Hey Justin?” 
“Yeah?” 
“Have | ever told you how much | hate you?” 


Maya and Justin were sitting at the kitchen table, foreheads pressed against its 
surface in misery; though in Maya’s case, Justin could only assume it had to do with 
her hangover. She had gotten pretty drunk last night; hell, so did Justin. Even Chie 
did, and she normally didn’t drink, and for good reason. | guess there was some 
things that happened in your life that were so awful you’d do anything to numb the 
influence. Still, as drunk as they had been and as hungover as they were now, Justin 
couldn’t think of anything that could cause Maya to outright despise Justin. It wasn’t 
like he had given her the strong shit or anything like that; oh ho no, that was all for 
him that night. Hell, even with his head splitting down the middle, he still wouldn’t 
mind getting dead fucking drunk right now. Maybe if he just drank enough he could 
get alcohol poisoning and kill himself off before life did for him. He had been 
smoking though, even though he had significantly cut back on his nicotine intake. If 
there was any time to get back into smoking, it was unexpected pregnancy. | mean, 
unless you were the mother in that scenario, in which case smoking was probably a 
really bad idea. But last Justin checked he wasn’t the mother, so he was going to 
smoke his motherfucking brains out. He raised his head from the table just enough 
to lay eyes on Maya’s face planted into the surface in front of her, flicking his wrist 
slightly to tap the ashes off the tip of his cigarette. 


“What'd | fuck up this time?” He questioned. He had enough on his plate without 
Maya bitching and moaning about him, as she seemed so inclined to do over the 
recent days that had passed. She seemed pretty angry about something, though 
what Justin couldn’t even fathom. She slowly raised her eyes from the desk, eyes 
still bloodshot from the heavy drinking from the night prior. 


“Why do you have to go and put ideas in my head when I’m drunk?” Justin stared at 
her blankly for a moment. True enough, giving her any idea while she was 
inebriated was probably an awful idea, but to be honest he couldn’t recall what it 
was he told her, if he told her anything at all. As far as he knew, she was just so 
drunk she imagined Justin giving her bad advice, which for the record, Justin very 
much appreciated how Maya subconsciously saw Justin as some godfather of awful 
life choices and advices. And by that, | mean he didn’t appreciate it at all. It was 
true, but that didn’t mean he liked it. Her glare tightened up a bit as it slowly 


dawned upon her Justin hadn’t the slightest idea what she was talking about. “You 
don’t remember anything last night do you?” 


“| have a hangover and | still want to get drunk. Does that answer your question?” 
Justin remarked snidely in turn, playing around with the cigarette in the tips of his 
fingers, as if to examine it from every angle. Maya just sighed in turn before resting 
her head against her forearms on the table once again. Yeah, that answered her 
question fairly well actually. Still, Justin was curious since while he didn’t remember 
anything last night, Maya most certainly did, and from the sounds of it, she wasn’t 
too pleased with Justin. “Feel free to enlighten me.” 


“You give the worst relationship advise you know that?” She rubbed at her eyes a 
bit, as if to try and wake herself up from some kind of nightmare. Or perhaps just to 
see if she was actually awake and what she feared was real had actually happened. 
Granted, it was nowhere near as bad as Justin’s predicament, and in that regard he 
really didn’t want to hear her complaining, but for her, it might as well have been 
the world. 


“Yeah, actually, | kinda do.” Justin rolled his eyes a bit before taking a drag of his 
cigarette. He didn’t need Maya to tell him how much of a fuck up he was when it 
came to one’s love life. He was more than aware of that fact without others 
reminding him. “So what am | expecting to hear happened? You got really drunk, 
pissed on your boyfriend, then broke up?” He questioned. That was generally how 
these drunk stories tended to go, especially when a drunk person was getting 
advise from an even drunker person. No one questioned anything, and there was 
definitely something lost in translation. 


“No, nothing that bad. 


